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Summary: HYDRA deprived them of everything. They forgot how to be human, only to know how to live under orders as weapons and prisoners to their own minds. Exhausted and barely recognizing themselves, Bucky Barnes and Kari Stratton have made it their mission to keep each other alive and human.





	the Sound and the Fury

Her brain was an extinguished fire. Once it burnt bright and she knew of happiness and light. But now her mind was dark, subsisting on the burnt tinder of who she was. In these ashes there is nothing to even renew a spark. All she could do is huddle in that moment, live from heartbeat to heartbeat. She felt like the world isn't really there at all, like it was stolen and replaced with something empty…fake. And horrifying. It makes sense in a weird way, the real world gave her feelings of joy. She felt connected to it, felt part of it. But either it was taken away or she was.

Kari was held up in a small room, deprived of anything she could use to harm herself. She sat against the wall, spine pressing against the cement. She remembered…wait…it's gone. Her memories fluctuated. Teased her. One second, she could reach for it and the next it flinched out of her grasp. It frustrated her, and she felt a tingle in her eyes and then the tears sprang. She clenched her jaws, her teeth aching as she fought to restrain the tears, but they kept accumulating into a wall of blurriness before her vision. Her pattern of breathing went erratic and adrenaline materialized through her veins. She wanted them…she wanted her memories. She wanted her freedom. Out of rage, she hammered her forearms against the wall until beastly and colorful bruises riddled her skin.

HYDRA and Johann Schmidt…they snatched everything from her. It was all because of the blood that coursed through her. She was the Red Skull's niece, and she hated herself for that more than anything. They shaped and molded her into an assassin, a weapon. But a broken one at that. But that's what made her the best. She had nothing and no one to escape to. She lived under their orders, because that's all she knew how to do. Her way of survival was to be useful, which implemented a fear—a tether to this hellish life.

The door sighed and popped open.

Her emerald eyes sailed upward to see Brock Rumlow. His expression was glazed, devoid of emotion. "Agent Schmidt," he said. "You have a new target."

* * *

><p>The term "murderer" was reserved for the mentally deranged. If the killing was done for means of survival no-one thought less of that person. There were some who killed when necessary and never lost a wink of sleep over it. There were those that took life and crumpled under the weight of guilt, even if they'd had no choice, and that's pretty much where Kari sat. There are others who have made it a whole new hobby, look at them the wrong way and they attacked with lethal force. That last group are the only ones considered murderers. Kari was the martyr of manipulation.<p>

The guilt of taking lives not only sat on her chest but inside her mind, constantly replaying before her eyes when the PTSD kicked in. There was one that kept recurring to her in her dreams. It was the snake in her garden. It went like so…

The American soldier stared into the barrel of Kari's gun. Sweat lined his blood-stained forehead. His Adam's apple bobbed fearfully as a ghastly whiteness spread over his face. His eyes flicked to her, begging. She let him gaze upon the mask—discarded of emotion—that concealed the true terror that gripped her.

"Kill him," her supervisor growled. She pulled back the hammer of her pistol. Her breath became panicked in pattern. She didn't want to do this! But her conscience reminded her: be useful.

"_Kill him_!"

She flinched and pulled the trigger. The bullet smacked into the soldier's head and blood splattered to the wall with small bits of brain. He went limp in the chair he was bound to. From the hole in his forehead, blood streamed out and crawled over his eyelid and to his thin lips.

Kari had watched herself kill this man a hundred times again, again, and again. She's tried in numerous ways to tell her other self to stop. She's stood between the gun and the man, sobbed and screamed her throat bloody. She hated seeing the emotionless mask she wore, but the eyes were teeming with pained emotions. She's tried to pry the pistol from her other self's fingers, and when she knew it was utterly fruitless, she sat up against the wall in the body of the shadows, knees hugged tight against her chest, and hordes of tears escaping her eyes.

All the things she had committed under HYDRA for nearly 90 years could not be undone. She could make amends in subtle ways, but confession was out of the question. No priest could bless her enough or scrub away enough of those sins to truly mend her. It was such a heinous scar. She was sure she was damned to hell, and it was like salt to a wound. Only in her silent prayers could she speak her heart to God and beg for His mercy. She didn't feel like she deserved the love of Him, but she did it anyway, even with the thought of Him just frowning upon her and dismissing her cries. She had to believe in redemption and rebirth, she had to leave her deeds in past and move on.

* * *

><p>Austrian Alps, halfway between Kitzbühel and Klagenfurt<br>October, 1943

The landscape was a frigid, snow-kissed world. It was during the night of the blustery, chilling subzero winds that no one dared leave the smallest bit of skin exposed. The sky was of rolling clouds, a thousand grays from deep to pale. The evergreens' naked branches were adorned with snow and shivered in the bitter wind. Clusters of twigs, gnarled and twisted, extended like the very hands of old man winter, ready to catch the soft falling flakes. The clusters of trees melted into the brilliant whiteness and the mountain peaks behind them were every child's Christmas dream.

Kari peered out the window, drinking in the very scene. It was a nice distraction, because miles beyond those mountains were demolished villages from Allied bombers.

She caught on to the approaching footsteps, and from the corner of her vision she felt her mood lessen when Johann Schmidt joined her side. In a good mannered fashion, he placed his arms behind his back and interlaced his fingers. His very presence made bile accumulate in Kari's throat. "I am expecting a report on Azzano, Karalyn." His voice was unnervingly even, dry of emotion.

"An American unit was ambushed by the Nazis, but our tank exterminated that force. We captured the unit. They're on their way now to begin their work."

"Excellent." There was a proud jump to Johann's tone. "See to that Colonel Lohmer be assigned to observe the progress once they arrive," he added before he turned on his heel and ambled out of the room. A muscle popped crossly at the edge of Kari's jaw. Colonel Lohmer was the commander of the weapons facility, and he was a ruthless man when it came to low performance. She despised him, and would of rather be it herself to watch over the prisoners. But she couldn't—wouldn't twist her uncle's given orders.

* * *

><p>The captured Allied POWs arrived, stuffed into the back of an Opel Blitz truck. Smoky gray clouds dominated the sky and left transitory patches of blue. Due to the bumpiness of the road, the truck came wobbling in with the wheels disturbing the uneven, mushy earth floor by splattering mud and dirtied snow. The ground was at its richest tone having bathed in the snow's water. The road was scraped and marked by the paths of tires. Nowhere was the wetness more obvious than in the dirt road. The soil was dark like molasses under the few patches of grass that poked through the thick layer.<p>

The truck was accompanied by its duplicates, motorcyclists, and the mammoth of a tank that demolished the Nazis. It was the most sluggish of the group. The party split into sections once it entered its safe boundaries.

Kari stood alongside Colonel Lohmer, watching as HYDRA soldiers ushered out the captured prisoners. "Out, _out_, _out_, _out_!" the soldiers snapped while motioning for the POWs and grasping onto their arms to haul them out faster. Many of them yanked their limbs free and flashed their enemy an adverse glare. In an orderly fashion, they were lined up and Colonel Lohmer sauntered over to them. The men were unkempt in appearance as they were sullied with dirt, grime, and sweat on their skin and their uniforms. Their hair was disheveled and matted with mud and blood. Some had colorful bruises on their cheeks and encircling their eyes. Though they had been caught in the web of their enemies, their eyes held hints of ferocity and defiance.


End file.
